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of escape is through wisdom. The tragedy of death is
unreal; those who shudder at it are like an ignorant actor
who dies of fright on the stage ,/hen nothL more has
been fired at him than a blank cartridge. My sons are
children of light; they will not sleep forever in delusion,"
Although I had read scriptural accounts of mayo, they
had not given me the deep insight that came with these
personal visions and with the accompanying words of
consolation, One's values are profoundly changed when
he is finally convinced that creation is.only a vast motion
picture; and that not in it, but bey.u:*! It, lies his own
reality.
After I had finished writing this chapter, I sat en my
bed in the lotus posture. My room* was faintly illumined
by two shaded lamps. Lifting im gaze, I noticed that the
ceiling was dotted with small "mustard-coloured lights,
scintillating and quivering with a radii, .alike lustre. My-
riads of pencilled rays, like sheets of rain, gathered into
a transparent shaft and poured sile tly upon me.
At once my physical body lost its grossness and became
metamorphosed into astral texture. I felt a floating
sensation as, barely touching the bed, my weightless body
shifted slightly and alternately to left and right. I looked
around the room; the furniture and walls were as usual,
but the'little mass of ligbt had so multiplied that the
ceiling was invisible. I was wonder-struck.
"This is the cosmic motion-picture mechanism/' A
Voice spoke as though from within the light "Shedding
its beam on the white screen of your bed sheets, it is pro-
ducing the picture of your body. Behold, your form is
nothing but light!"
I gazed at my arms and moved them back and forth, yet
could not feel their weight. An ecstatic joy overwhelmed
me. The cosmic stem of light, blossoming as in> body,
seemed a divine reproduction of the light beams that
stream out of the projection booth in a cinema house and
manifest as pictures on the screen.
For a long time I experienced this motion picture of
my body in the dimly lighted theatre of my own bedroom.
Though I have had many visions, none was ever more
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